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the gas brackets. As for Florinda's story, her
name had been bestowed upon her by a painter
who had wished it to signify that the flower of
her maidenhood was still unplucked. Be that
as it may, she was without a surname, and for
parents had only the photograph of a tombstone
beneath which, she said, her father lay buried.
Sometimes she would dwell upon the size of it,
and rumour had it that Florinda's father had died
from the growth of his bones which nothing could
stop ; just as her mother enjoyed the confidence
of a Royal master, and now and again Florinda
herself was a Princess, but chiefly when drunk.
Thus deserted, pretty into the bargain, with
tragic eyes and the lips of a child, she talked more
about virginity than women mostly do ; and had
lost it only the night before, or cherished it
beyond the heart in her breast, according to the
man she talked to. But did she always talk to
men ? No, she had her confidante : Mother
Stuart. Stuart, as the lady would point out, is
the name of a Royal house ; but what that
signified, and what her business was, no one
knew ; only that Mrs. Stuart got postal orders
every Monday morning, kept a parrot, believed
in the transmigration of souls, and could read the
future in tea leaves. Dirty lodging-house wall-
paper she was behind the chastity of Florinda.